CHAPTER ONE
AUDI ALTERAM PARTEM
I WAS born in Westminster at two-thirty a.m. on the
ist March, 1899, feet first and wearing a caul.
The memories of my early childhood are still surpris-
ingly vivid, chiefly, I think, because so many of those years
were passed in a constant state of amazement, question and
indignation, covering and protecting an extremely sensitive
nature with an armour of sulking obstinacy. . * . Which
is not an unfair or self-pitying confession for a start.
So much that I remember, for many reasons, need not
be stated at this time of my life, though in retrospection I
have analysed much that passed in the early years and it
has helped me to understand the child mind, which holds
a great fascination for me.
Earliest memories? Being in a perambulator with my
third sister, pushed by a nurse with nurse-maid walking
beside, and coming upon a butcher sitting on a gate with
a carving-knife in his hand, mad drunk, He chased us
for what seemed a hundred miles, reeling and shouting,
his knife brandished in the air. A worthy yeoman's wife,
one Mrs. Partridge, held the gate of her little front garden
open for us, and soon we were in the shelter of her house.
What happened to the butcher I do not remember, but that
road between Stourport and Abbcrley was the scene of a
certain amount of excitement in the very early part of this